

- . fragedie. 

Hajt. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmootfrto day 
There* fome conceit or other likes him well, * 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirir, 

/thinke there is ncucraman inChriflendomc, 

Tirat can Jeiler hide his louc or hate then he : 

For by his face draight dull you know his heart 
Dar. What ofhis heart preceiue vou in his face. 

By any likelihood he Hie wed to day > 

Hafi. Mary , that with no man here he is offended. 

For if hewerc, he would hauefliewen it in his face. 

Dar\( Pray God he be not , / fay. 

Enter G left ir. 

Gl-}. / pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpirc my death with diucllifh plots 
Oi damned witchcraft , and that hauc preuaild * 

V\ pon cay bodic with their hellifh charmcs .? 

Haft. The tender louc / bcare your Grace my Lords 
Makes memoli forward in this noble pre/encc 
To doomctheolfendcrs whatfoeuerthey be • * 

I Cay my Lord they hauedeferued death. 

G!°. Then beyourcyes the witndlc ofthis ill. 

See how / am bcwitcht , behold mine armc 
/s like a bladcd fapling withered vp. 

Z'nis is that Ed wards wife, that monftrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot .ftru.,npet Shore, 

7Tiat by their witchcrafts thus hauc marked me. 

H*ft‘ c ‘ is y haue done this thing my gratious Lord. 

6V<?. n y thou protc&cr ofthis damned ftrumpec* 

Telit thou me ofiffes thou aru traitor. 

Off.with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

/will not dine to day /fveare, 

Eat ill I fee the fame , fome fee it done • 

7 nereftthatlouemejcomeandfollow me. Exeunt ,manet 
fl^.^o wofor England, nota whit forme:* Ca.mth Haft. 
For /too fond might haue preuentedthis : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helinc 
But I difdaind it , and did fcorne to flie, 
rnree times to day my footecloth horfc did Humble 
And iuttlcd when he lookt vpon the Towcr $ * 
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of Richard the third. 

A s loth to beare me to the daughter- houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Pried rhatfpake to me, 
repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As twcrc triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfretbloodily were burcherd, 

And 1 my feife he urc in graceand fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauic curfe 
Is lighted on poorc Hidings wretched head. 

Cm. Difpatch my LordjthcDukcwouIdbeatdinncr: 
Make a diort fhrifr,hc longs to fee ycur head. 

Hft. O momentary date of worldly men, 

Which wc more hunt for, then fiSt the grace of heauen : 

W'ho builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liucs like a drunken Saylcr on a mad, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatail bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come leadc me tc the blocke, bcare him my head, 

They fmilc at me, that fhortly fball be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of&ofter and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come cofen, canft thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Murthcr thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and flop againc. 

As ifthou wert didraught and mad with terror. 

Sue. Tutfearenotmc. 

I can counterfeit the deepc Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookc backe,and prie on euery fide : 

Intending dccpefufpition,gaftly lookes 
Arc at my feruicc like inforced fmiles, 

And both are readie in their offices 

To grace ray dratagems. Enter Maior . 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Let me alone to entcrrainc him. LordMakm 
Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The reafon we haue fent for you, 

Glo, Catesby ouerlooke the wallcs. 

Buc. Harke,Ihearcadrumme. 

Glo. Looke backc, defend thee, here are enemies, 

Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Glo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

G 2 Enter 









